|
|
|
§
!

e A

At

e

2ou

.
4 |

R e e PR —-—. "

Being the Queer Object
Swestest Susan, Drusilla and Billy
Biscuit, Under the Guidance
cf Wally Wanderoon.
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By Joel Chandler Harris.

Che Story-Oelling W] achine.
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Found by Buster John,
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VNV AAN GANANS WAV A

The surrender of Gen. lee's army, and
the emancipation of the negroes, made a
great change in the prospects and pros-
perity of the Southern people, and brought
about many results, which, while dis-
agrecable in themeelves, have since worked
to the advantage of the whole country.

Such country gentlemen os Mr. Aber-
erombie, who, it will be remembered, war
the grandfather of Buster Johnand Sweetest
Busan, were compelled to give up the whole-
some lives they had been leading, and look
elsewhere for the means of making a living.

But Mr. Abercrombie was more fortu-
nately situatod than the great majority cf
the Southarn plantsre. Some of his former
alaves had gone T with the Federal army,
and others had wandered away, seeking
to better their conditicn

But, with one or two exceptions, they all
came back to the old place, and announced
that they were not only ready. but eager to
take up their work where they had left {!
off. Under the changed conditions this
ocould not be: but to each ona who was
willine to aenter into a contract, the terms
of w! 1ch were simple and complete, a parce!
of land was allottad and he was duly in-
stalled as tenant.

When the contract had been made plain
to them, they were guite ready to make
their marks on the document, and all wer
willing that Aaron, the son of Ben Ali
shaull act ns general superintendent,

Under the terms of the contract, eac
tengnt was to ba provided with a half yea: ‘s
supply of provisions, seed for sowing, anc
implements for tilling the soil.

In tha allettment of land to the tenants
the husband of Jemimv —that same Jem-
imv who was the mother of Drusilla—ee-
eured a parcel at the ‘u thest limita of the
plantation, which was nearly three miles
from the home place, and not very far
from the modest farm of Mr. Bobs, where.
as we a!l know, lived Billy Biscuit and
Cavky the Crow.

This arrangemont suited Jemimy and
her husband very well, The success of Mr.
Bobs as a small farmer had made a very
deep impression on both whites and blacks
in that neighborhood and Jemimy's hushand
made up his mind to discover how a good
erop can be made in a bad season.

For her part, Jemimv was very glad
to get a vacation from the kitchen. She
had been cooking for manv vears, and the
bsinoss had grown somawhat monotonous,
uspacially since the beginging of the war,
an event that marked the decay of the old
soocal customs that had kept the houses
of the conntry gentlemen full of company
half the y ar.

With tne company in the house, Jemimy
had no objection to cooking: in fact, she
dolighted in it, for then she had an excuss
to pract s> it as an art. But day in and
dav out, with nothing to cook but the plain-
eet food, and no company to serve as an
excuse for an extra dish or two, cooking
bocame tiresome; and Jemimy was glad
to get away from the kitchen.

The only member of her family who was
not glad of the change was Drusilla, and
she didn't like it at all.

She had boen brought up with play-
matea to choose from, as it were, and she
was in no mind to bury herself on the plan-
tation away from the companionship of
thoso who could amuse her or whom sho
vould amuse.

She did very well while her daddy and
sotne of his frionds were buildir.g the cabin,
which took no lorg time, the structurv
boi: g made of loga and plastered with
alay; but when tho cabin was completed,
ard they had seitled down to a life ax lanely
as if they were in the midst of the wilder-
ross, Drusilla began to grow very rostless,

#he pined for the comparionship of other
childron and she was constantly btesicging
her mother with requests to be allowed to
go back to the home place and spend the
day with Buster John and Sweotest Susan.

The distanco from Drusilla’s rew home
to the Abercrombie place wag rearly throe
miles, but little she cared for distance so
lorg as she could find playfellows.  She
wort as often as ghe could, but the more
she wort the more ¢ho wat ted to go, vr til,
f:ally, Jemimy had to “lays=swn de law"”

o boer

Thon Drusilla  suddenly  rememicored
that Mr. Bobs lived rot very far away,
ard that by goie.g thore she would haveo an
opporturity play with PBilly Biscuit,
Thorcupon she btegan to pload with her
mother to allow her to go ard ree Billy

Whiln she was begging and pleading
oro day Jemimy beard some ore calling
from the head of the nerrow lare that
ran from the cabin to the road.

“Hush yvou' big mouf! Hush, I tell you!"
sa d Jomimy to Drusilla. *Dai't you hear
sorne un hollerin dey head off? How kin

raiy' of vou kevp on

o

I tear what deye
rattlin' yo' torgue like a cow bell?”

nen dJemtmy with recl joy heard the
voice of Swactest Susan ealling her, and
whoen it seemed that she could not ba heard
Bustar Johin came to her assistance and
called

Drusilla, without waiting to ask her
mothior, ran down the lane to the childr n
und they were os glad to see her as she wor
to see them, Thev were g.ing to spend
the dvy with Billy Biscuit, who was a great
favorite with them

The children didn't walt to ask Jemimy
if Drusilla eould go with them Buster
John ran down the lane and told her that
they were going to see Billy Biscuit, and that
Drusilla was going with tham; that they
wern driving their pony and that Drusilla
wonld rids with them.

Jemimy wns very well satisfied with
this disposition of things, Neverthelesas,
she remarked as Buster John ran back to
the roand ngane

“Huh! dov never ja tar fergit dat we all
done quit b'longin' ter'm.™
- Kreat distance to the home of
Boba, and the children soon arrived
there: but while they were yvet on the way
-while they were in sight of the house ~
they saw a little old man by the side of the

rood

is nothing strange in this hare

nent of fact. but there was something
very strange abont the 1ittly old man. He
hag very short legs, and he wore a very
tall bt while the tails of his coat wemm
not very {ar from the ground.
., 4 he saw the children he gave no «ign.
e was poking about in the bushes with
nis «hon Dt stout walking cane, and he
Pain no attention to passers-hy

Buster John wanted to  laugh, bt

prudenoe  restrained him Drusilla, not

cunowing what prudence is, felt ohliged to
girzie a Nte as they drove by the little
old man

“You should be ashamed of youreelf,"
protested Swectest Susan.  “If you go on
making fun of people that way vou'll be
sorry some dav.”

“Huh! what little bit er laughin' I done
ain't gwine ter hurt de man. 1 hear um
pav dar some folks kin keep fum laughin’
when dey see sump'm funny, byt dat ain't

» way wid me. When I wait ter laugh

'm bloedge ter laugh er bust . ®
They went on and left the little old man

poking and prodding about in the bushcs
with his walking cane, and soon forgot
all about him in tLe pleasure they had &t
seeiug Billy Biscuit again,

A part of this plcasure grew out of the
curious capers that Billy cut when he saw
them. He ran rowrd ard rourd with his
arma spread out, as the ducks gpread their
witigs when they are at play, ard then, to
cap the clituax, he droppcd on the foor, got
on his all-fours ard before you could court
two had charged himself iito a pig; and
before you could find out what kind of a

ig he ‘was--Chester white or the rrzor-

k variety—he had changed himsell i to
a puppy and gallcp | around, barking
gavly,

This wns the way little Billy Biscuit
showed his joy at seeing his friends again,
for he was rot much of a talker,

They all had a good time toecther, urti!
Arally, when they were tired of Spot, the
honse doe, and of Cawky, the tame crow,
Rugter John happercd to remember the
little old man they had scen by the rond-
cide: ard he no goorer remembered the
little old man than he began to inquire
ahout him,

Ir deed Buster John agled go many 01w a-
tiar 8 without catehing his bre ath thet Mips
¥iviry, who was Mr. Bolg's gister, had to
warn him that he must agk ore question at
a time, othe rwise she would never be able
to ar awer him

“Well, then,* said Buster John, “who i3
+hig little old man, and what makes him
lonk so furny?”

*T eomldn't te]) vou that, horev,® replied
Vigs Flviry. *“He gave he comep from
a foreign courtry ret far fraom hern. Feo
warted my brether to vigit it with him ore
lav. but hrother thoveht mavhe the man
was up to gome prark or other ard he didr 't
g0. He comeg here  eecesiornl'v  ard
meardera arourd. We think he ie hurtirg
for gome thing that he legt a lor g time ago.
First ard lagt, I recken we've all Jogt some-
‘hing that we'd like mightv well to fnd.”
She made thia 'as’ remark with a sigh.

*Would he hurt anybody?® Swectest
Susan asked.

“Oh, na!" rerlied Miss Flvire, “Brother
Aldn't krow him w !l when he aplied him
to go with him to the forcign conrtry rot
tarfrom hore, [ Ve ardhrother sav thaother
1av that e wis'ed the mar wanld ask him
ag'in; but he reve: hes, ard I'hardly recken
he ever will. He gays his vame is Wally
Wanderoon. "

Buster John said no rmore, but ha pro-
nosed to the others, after awhile, that
thev go back dow* tha road and see if the-
rotld fird the little old man. Drusilla
didn't lit e the idea mueh.

“You all der like vou vse ter be; free-
dom ain't changed you a bit.”

Drvsilia Lad an {dea that freedom was
a mattar that shovld cbange individvals,
as well as the whole faee of the world, Per-
haps she was right in that, in spite of her
ignoranoe; but froadom, like other blessinems,
must be boiled down Inorder to come at the
asrenca thereof,

=T ain't got no better sense dan ter go
wid vou, but Itell vou righit now,” she went
on. “I ain't gwine to run my head in no hor-
net's nes’. 1 done went wid vou-all vn'
de spring. but I aint’ gwire in no mo' holes
in de ground. I tell you that flat and
plain.”

“To hear you talk,” remarked Buster John,
scornfully, *people would think that you
had been in great danger. But when did
veu 7et hurt when vou went with ve?*®

“Well, I des ez soon be hurted ez ter be
skeer'd ter death; an' ef I ain't been skeer'd
jey ain't nobodv been ekeer'd. Dar's Miss
Susan'll tell you de same.”

“Ves, 1 was frightened sometimes,” said
Sweetest Susan, laughing, “but T knew all
the time that there was nothing to be fright -
aned at. I knew it was all either a dream,
or something verv like it."

“Yes,” said Buster John, sarcasticallv—
hovs of thirteen can be vervy sarcastio—
“Aaron is a dream, Mr. Thimblefinger is a
dream; evervthing is a dream.”

*Oh, 1 didn't mean that." protested
Sweetest Susan: “I meant that it was all so
aueer that it seemed like & dream. I re-
member that you said mo vourself, and
~ou know very well that vou couldn't per-
auade mother that we hadn't been
dreaming.”

“Well, vou know what grandfather said.”
RBuster John insisted; “he #ald that when
two or three people dreem the same dream
it is not a dream, but a fact.”

“Still, it all appeared like a dream to
me," Sweetest Susan declared,

*Dream! [sa~ dream!” exclaimed Drueilla’
indignantlv. “You can't fool me; of vou
wanter fool vo's'f go ahead and do it, but
don't eome and tell me 'bout dreamin' when
vou got bofe cves wide cpen an' all yo
senses 'bout v .

To be continued.

CHINESE NOT STRICTLY MASONS.

But Thelr Anclent Secret Societles Have
Fites Rescrubling the Masonle.

The recent installation of a Grand Master
of the Chinese seerot orders in the United
States, popularly known as the “Chinese
Freemasons,” has aronsed interest in the
question of the connection be, ween the Chi-
nese secret kocletios and the Masonic body.
Allusions to *Chinese Freemasonry”™ appear
periodically in the newspapers, though ac-
ecording to the Cyclopmdia of Fraternitiea
there is no such thing as Freemasonry
among the Chinese.

The only Masonic lodges in China are in
the foreign concessions at the seaports.
Their memberstip is composed exclusively
of others than Chinese and they are con-
ducted under foreign warrants. Therites
of the Chinese secret societies bear some
rasemblance 1o those of the Freemarons
which accounts for the popular supposi-
tion of a connection between the two. The
similarity, though more apparent than real,
is remarkable, in view of the antiquity of
both and the impossibility of either to have
been patterned after the other.

China is filled with secret societies, most
of which have for their object the overthrow
of the T'sing dynasty, with a pretended
benevolent purpose to veil the political
significance of the organization. Tne most
powerful of these societies, the Kolao Hui,
numbers more than 1,000,000

The Cyclopwdia of Fraternities contains
an account of an initiation ceremony at a
(Chinese lxdge in Spokane, Wash., at which
four white men, Freemasons, were present
by invitation. The lodge represented a
benevolent branch of the Kolao Hui. There
were references to the “‘immortal three,"
circumambulation, four stations at which
questions were asked and anfrwers re-
turned, kneeling on crossed swords, tea-
drinking, burning incense, a traditional
season of refreshment and sigas in which
the head and hands wers rajend: vat tha
Oucidental Masons prosent were unable to
detect anything that resembled the ma-
sonry with which they were familiar.

The same authority gives this acocount
of the secret sigus used by the Triad So-
ciety *shich was at the bottom of the Tai-
ping rebellion:

“Members always halt on entering a
house, and then proceed with the left foot
first. When sitting they place their toes
together and spread their heels apart,
They also recogaize one another by the
way they place their tea cups on the table
and the manner in which they hitch their
trousers.  Their motto is ‘Drive out the
Tartar.' " Treason is punished by loppin
off the eprs of a minor offender. The ﬁnﬁ
punishmeaot is beheading.
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WALKING GENTLEMAN.

THE MISJUDGED
|

" A Reformed Baenstormer Tells of a
Dramatic Weeck and Its Sur-
prising Climas.

*1 don't suppose there ever was & man
so contemptuously regarded by his aa-
soclates as that ‘walking gentleman,'®
said the Reformod Darnstormer, *He cer-
| tainly was a two-spot in 8 workhouse deck
 with all of use.

*From the property man, who looked upon
him s excesa baggage, to the 12w comediarn,
who privately told all of us several times
a day that he would like to give him a float-
ing rib, all hands of the outfit had a grouch
against the walking gentleman. The lead-
ing lady. a 1ather tempestunus, dominenr-
ing woman, oould barely remember her
lines when the walking gentleman was
strolling, with his cane swinging jauntily,
across the stage, and if he had paid the
alightest attention to the daggers which she
looked at him every time he came within
the range of her vision he would have shrunk
like a brick-baking gang's drinking gourd.

“But he didn't. He didn't pay much
attention to any of us, in fact, and I wouldn't
ba surprised but what that was why most
of us were ~ore on him.

“1 must not fail to mention that another
reason why we regarded with him aversion
was that he possessed a very fine blue-
white diamond ring, & sapphire and dia-
mond scarfpin, and a magnificent seal-
lined ulster which he wore during his walk-
ir g exorcises on the stage. Most of us re-
garded his possession of these articles,
especially after we drifted onto the rocks,
as decidedly vulgar and indecent, congider-
ing that we ourselves had only the dogs-
eared, run-out tickets for our stuff.

“I'here were a dogen of us, all told, in-
cludiug the walking gentleman. The com-
pany had been organized in Chicago for
the Northwestern one-night stands. We
did ‘The Romany Rye,' “The Lights o’ Lon-
don,’ ‘In the Ranks,' and ‘Ticket-o'-Leave
Man'-all with about the same scenery and
costumes. We weren't so bad, at that —1've
Secn wWorse.

“We made the long haul from Chicago to
Portland, Ore., and started our tour there.
There wasn't enough in it from the jump
to keep the bass fiddler in amber suds
We couldn’t gst 'em in with bale hooks
in Portland. It was in '93, when the whole
country was shy of the picces of eight,
and at that time the Coast was worse than
at any other neck of it.

“We showed there for three nights to
the cubic-feet-of-air capacity of the house,
and already our restlese-orbed manager
was beginning to exude the ‘if-this-thing-
keeps-up' brand of caloric atmosphere
The angel didn't accompany the company,
but before we broke out of Portland the
manager hegan to drop the croak that if
business didn’t pick up the angel was'a
whole lot liable to get the wing ache and
refuse to flutter.

“In Baker City, the next pause-—one
night, with ‘The Lights o’ London' scheduled
to glitter—the manager counted the $6.35
in the house, told 'em that something was
wrong with the lights, gave them back
their gold, and we slid on to Roseburg
A scething mob bought $9.75 worth of seat-
ing capacity there, and we cut ‘The Romany
Rye' down to one act and three-eighths
and let them have it. For the $13.85 in
imes and nickels that flowed into the box
office in Walla Walla we sawed ‘In the
Ranks' down to a vaudeville sketch and
passed it over to them.

“In the meantime, we ware getting sorer
and sorer on the wa'king gentleman. He
didn't spend any time figuring out on his
cuffs how far it was from The Dalles 40
Chicago at so much per mile, as did all of
the rest of us, and this callous and brutal
indifference on his part didn't get any cur-
tain calls from us. Moreover, he #till had
the ring and pin and the seal-lined benny,
although the ghost hadn't heel-and-toed
sines we'd startad out, and the rest of us
had begun to part with a vest or an alarm
clock here and there for laundry coin. We
soon began to attribute all of the hard luck
to the walking gentleman.

“‘1 pever saw yet a katink with those
weather strips on the sides of hix map that
wasn't a hoodoo,’ said the low comedian,
‘and for a pipeful of punk amoking tobacco
I'd give him a caulifower ear or two—flash-
ing those droeky lights of his on people
that haven't got, all clubbed together, the
price of a taw moss aga'e!

“When we got to Boisé City, the next
hesitating burg, we found that the theatre
wouldn't be ready for three or four days
on account of some repairs that were being
made. During the four days that enrued
before we gave ‘The Ticket-o'-Leave Man'
in one canto, and no epilogue or variations
to $12.20 worth of the Boisé populace, thie
manager had been dropping a lot of hints
to the effeet that the angel back in Chicago
had already got eclatica of the pinions to
such an extent that he had ceased woaring
altogether, and then 1, for one, began to
examine the underneath running gear of
the eastbound trains with considerable
interest. A conviotion stole over me that
my ride back to the Lake Michigan burg
of the freshless smell was going to be a real
unassuming, not to say a horizontally
secluded, one.

“The tavernkeeper at Boisé City pasted
attachments on our ecenery and trunka
for the board bill right after the show, and
it was both fins on the vertical for the
manneer.

* ‘I'm all in,’ he said to us, when he had
herded us up, ‘except the price of you
people’s tickets to Spokane, the next jump.
You'd better start for there right away,
leaving your gear behind. I'll atay be-
hind myself and send a wire to the angel
to-night. If he sees it and edges to the
van with a dough-wire, I'll fetch the gear
along to Spokane to-morrow. If not—er—
pardon me, you will ohserve that my hat
has just blown off.' and he ran to ohase
it, although it still remained on his head.

“We went to Spokane that night, esrouch-
ing in one end of the car to rap the man-
ager and the walking gentieman all the
way.

“ ‘If something's not doing to-morrow,
the patrolling gent wanta to stand by for
a dented conk, that's all—those De Beors
deadlights he's wearing 'ud just about
tidy the whole outfit up and put us on ou
way Lack to the town of the three-cent
tube,' viciously remarked the low come-
dian, who had a wiie and six young children
of virtually the same bac ¢ in Chicago.

“On lh: -ftomoon“:ﬂor we got into
Spokane, the manager baok in Bois - Ci y
addressed to me, as the leading man of
the outfit, a telegram that read something
like this:

* ‘Angel ducks. Says nix more ocoln.
Sorry. Am walking vestward myself —
S gy My
win out, Htun " Wi n
Yagerfontain shiner.' Laakad

*I read the telegram aloud to the com-
r:ny. all exocept the allusion to the walk-

entleman—he was present,
c'i‘tgln’! want to q:‘tyc N{n up ': hu.r':dhli
ings profoun a8
against him because of his i "?ﬂ'-""
“The women immediat
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oussed. Soent
then, ? next inatantly from
:l“tho unch, and gy ;;Mt -

no baggage we ve unt other-
where for & camp. He looked as if he
meant it.

“It was just about twilight as we strolled
down to the railroad station. When we
reached the station, the women still flush-

their lachrymo e glands and the men
still emitting the hoarse mutters, the walk
ing gentleman, who had been lagging be-
hind, stepped up to me, touched me on the
sleeve, and beckoned me to a clump of
firs across the way from the station with

a nod of his head. .

“‘Any pawnsh in this town? he
asked me in a quiet sort of way.

* ‘Yop—Lisberger's, about three blocks
from here,’ I replied—I had a
routebook of loan offices in those Y8,
and I had dug Lisberger's up on a previous
visit to Spokane. e

* ‘Suppose we walk to Lisberger's,’ aaid
the walking gent, and I fell into no&ﬂ!h
him, beginning already to wonder if he was
geing to pour coals of fire on our heads

e hundred,’ said the walking gen-
tleman to Lisberger, slipping off his fine
blue-white finger gein and passing it over
to the pawnbroker, who gave it but one
glance and then said:

“ ‘Name?'

* ‘Know any banks hero? the wdkm

ntleman {nquired of me when we }
eft the pawnbroker's. "

* ‘Gaetz & Baer's, the Coeur d'Alene,
over the way, the swellest beiween Denver
and San Francisco,’ I told him.

* ‘Suppose we walk over there,' he said
to me, and again 1 fell into step with him.
It was a sure-enough clout to me to find
out that our walkiug gentleman had any
sporting blood.

"“Mr. James Thorndyke, which was the
name the walking gentleman gave, bought
$200 worth of blue chips ai one of the
Coeur d'Alene faro layouts, and pushad
one of the $100 stacks over to me. Two
boxes cleaned us out, both of us landing
on the slag at the same minute, The walk-
ing gentleman didn't leave his scat, but
leaned over to me

“ ‘Would you mind,' he asked me, re-
moving his mp’»hlrh aod diamond ’p.m
from his searf, ‘taking this over to lLis-
berger's? He'll give you a hundred and
a half on it—it's worth $600. 1 don'i want
to lose my seat.'

*Lisberger pushed me the $1%0 without
a word, and Inumk the money in a canter
over to Gaetz & Baer's, where the walking
gentleman was still seated at his table,
keeping cases, He bought $150 worth of
blues, and very civilly pushed 875 worth of
them over to me. I #hook my head.

* 'It's not mv night,’ I said beginning to
feel mighty differently toward the walking
genileman. ‘Swing 'em along voureelf '

“He lasted two deals with his $1%0, gamely
pushing his last $20 over 10 call the turn on
the second deal. He made it queen-ten,
and it came out ten-queen. The walking
gentleman stood up in his place and began
to shod his seal-lined ulster—the weather in
Spokane was oold.

« ‘Now,' said the walking gentlemsan,
with a smile that struck mo as being rather
winning, although I had never notioced it
before, ‘1 should like to keap my seat, but
if vyou think I am making a messenger of
you, why--

“I'll take it over, of courre,
breaking him off.

* ‘He'll give vou $200 on it,' said the
walking gentlemnan in & matter-of-fact
tone,

*“Lisherger whistled at the beauty of the
garment and handed out the $200 readily
remarking that he hopad [ wouldn’t re-
deem it—that he'd like to own it himself.

“I was back to the Coeur d'Alene inside
of ten minutes, and found the walking
gentleman keeping ocases with his gold
weneil without any trace of excitement.
ho- bought chips with the mono{. ques-
tioned me with his eyes as to whether 1
lwuni'ed to pay, and again 1 shook my
ead.

“Then he began on the third round.

*He could not lose. Inside of an hour
he had $8,000 worth of blues and yellows
in front of him, and still going easy. By
this time I knew, of course, what he was
playing for, although ha hadn't maid &
word, and when he had the $8,000 worth of
disks heaped up I rooted for the hunch
to strike him to quit and cash in.

*But it didn't, and I wasn't butting i—
1 could see that he was an artist at the ga re
that his nerves were still as steady as steel,
aad that his winning streak had shown
no indicatjon of running out.

“At 10 o'clock, when the walking gentle-
man was $ ,000 ahead, [ told hi:n that
I'd be gone for only a few minutes, and
hustled over to the station to see if the
members of the mm[mny were still there.
1 found them huddled up, the women
atill wadding their handkerchiefs up into
little knote and the men trying to dope out
the names of people back East to whom
they might wire

'i suppose they all though I was sure
dim»y wten I burst in upon them.

‘ut out the wails,' [ remarked. ‘“There'll
be eats and aleeps all rigat—just hang on
a little while longer—the walking gentle-
man has got 'em whipsawed both ends
from the middle—etay nere, and then I
raced out and back to Gaetz & Baer's.

“As | glided over to the table where Mr.
Thorndyke—he had become Mr. ‘Thorn-
dyke with me you'll observe—was play-
ing, 1 aw Gaetz hold up his hand to the
dealer.

“‘[ gueas that'll be about all to-night,’
said Uaetz, and Mr. ‘Tnorndyke smuled
and pusued over his chips. He had 814,000
wortn. 'f'ne money was paid o hin in
$500 and $100 bilis.

“‘we'll go uver to Lisborger's,' he said.

“The pawnsnops out tuat way used to
keep open nearly all night to accommodate
the boys with the bucking fever. He
redeeined hisa ring, pin and overcoat, and
puL e on. ‘luen ne supped me a $500

LIl

“*That will extricate you? he inquired
of me, and maybe ns tone didn't sound
liko a genueman's and a scnolar's.

“I marted to thank hiin efusively—1
don't mund saying that I felt effusive -but
he held up his nand with an imploring
gesture, and, beginning to undoisiand
whe man, 1 forebore, He assed Lisherger
for some envelopes, and the pawnoroser
threw a package of them onto the counter.
Ihe walking gentieman addressed an en-
velope to eacn member of the company
except me-—1 already had mine--and into
eaca of the envelopes, exoept that addressed
to the lealiag laly, he sippsl two oue
punate idclla biils. Intothe leading lady's
onwlﬂm he placed four five huadied acl-
" lii' 4 hand th h le

“‘You hand these envelopes to the people,
like a good fellow,' said the walking gentle-
man. ‘They're so down In the inouth
that they'd probably feel emotionally
grateful for the little favors, and I couldn’t
stand that. So | shan't see themn again.
Good-by. I'll be off for San Francisco,
and, from there, for Australia, by the early
train in the moming."

“We pumped mitts—1I don't mind ad-
mitting that 1 had a door-kuob somewhare
around my Adam's apple—and he started
to walk away. Then he hesitated, and
came back,

*‘By the by,' he said, with just the faint-
est note of tremulousness in his wvoice,
‘1 wish you'd tell Jeanntte that I sent my
love to the kids, and hoped that she would
be good to them and bring them up right.’

“Jeanette waa our leading lar v."

*‘The kids? 1 repeated, _mfounded.

9 ' -

. I hJun'
looks
a8 we

said 1,

‘Jeanette?’ e

“Yos," maid the w+" ng per leman,
quietly. ‘Jeanette ia ‘.. wifa sad we
have two children hack  'vjland. You'll
tell her 1 sent my lovet 2w, won' you?

“I nodded, and he w ed iway 10 the
darkness,

1 won't tell you how ¢ ary, huidled
outfit at the railroad st oa hwroke cown
when I handed them the envilopas and
how they bitterly castiz ‘od 1heme 'ves
for the way they'd alw -« rcasiec the
walking gentleman,

“l conveyed her hushar 's mmeag: to
the leading lady privately 8he lang! od

jarringly

* ‘PoorJim—he was always oh a duffe !
she maid. ‘And only fancy himw wndirg
me four hundred pound!

*Nobody, including his w hias mner
or heard of Walking Genti wen James
Thorndyke since that night, -t et il
meet up occasionallv with ¢ > o® the
members of that old outfit wovld
like to shake him by the han »:d have
the chance to say to him, ‘W »:d yco
do “,gm. wrong, old man—we =M 1nia-

mn'om 5.

! WHEN LUCK WAS
AGAINST SIMMONS.

A Misissippt River Gambler’s Re-
venge When He Lost His All

While Playing Poker.

*There's a heap o' talk sometimes about
the bad men that cavorts round some parts
o' the country where 'tain’t settled up much,
an’ does gun play for fun, shootin’ up bar-
rooms an’ killin' tenderfoots now an’ then,
while they're workin' off the red liquor
they've took,” said Caleb Mix, the veteran
bartender on the Miesissippi River packet,
City of Natchez.

“But I reckon that they ain't none on
‘em any more o nery nor the bad men that
useter travel the Mississip’ afore the War.

*Likely a bad man is bad, wherever
he is, an' all't he needs is a chanst o' hurtin’
somebody. 'Pears like everybody that
tells ahout 'em, though, was p'tic’ler about
pickin' out somethin' decent they've did,
one time or another, an' makin' that the
nub o' the story

*Mebbe there is times that the worst
on 'em turns half way decent for a spell,
I ain't & sayin' ‘tain’t so, but I've never
saw nothin’ to make me think you can
count on it.

“If a man'are ly bad the on’y safe way
to treat him is like you'd treat a rattle-
snake if you was quick cno' g 1—shoot his
head off the minute you seen him beginnin'
to coil hisself for a strike. They ain’t reely
no way o' flghtin’ fair with 'em, for they
won't fight that way, an' the world ain't
never rid of 'em till some feller is quick
enough to play their own game on 'em.

“I've saw a good mauy on 'em first an’
last, on these bosts, an’ I never knowed
one on 'em to do a reel decent thingyet,
‘thouten he reckoned to get the beito'
somebody doin’ it, Gamblers? Yes. The
most on 'em was gamblers. An' they was
men tliat never sat at the tably without a
gun in their pockets or a knife in their
boots, just where they o'd pull it sudden.

“There was one fellor that come from
New Orleans, so they saild, that travelled
the boats a good deal, just afore the War,
that come as pear bein' a sure-enough devil
as anybody I ever seen. 1 never hear
none o' these stories about bad men "thout
thinkin' o' him, au' a thing 1 seen him do
in & poker game one night.

“*He called hisself Harry Simmons, an’
mebbe that might ha' been lus reel name.
1 don't know. But there was them 't eaid

when he paid Lim fifty thousand dollars t

with his own folks.

*Ho were a tall, slender, wiry devil, with
jet black hair an' one blue eye an' voe that
was a sort o' gray-green.

never forget his face if you seen it once.  He

p'tic'ler as a woman about his clo'es,
“An' he wore jewelry, like the rest on

than & man’s.
no mistake about him bein' womauish
when it camie to a fight or a game o’ draw.
“When it was card playin' he wore as
steady as a clock an' wok chances that'd
make a tighl-ro;‘w walker gray heaaed,
An' when it was fight, he were a buudle o

as a game cock.

'Th.-{ was playin' a hard game one night
when the boat come up toward Vicksburg,
an' it were a sure case o' dog eat dog ' for
there wa'n't a sucker on the boat that ary
of 'em thoaght was worth the trouble o'
catchin', au' three on ’'em was playin'
together—all professionals, an’ all three {md
men.

*Simmous was the worst o' the lot but
George Masters, a Vicksburg mau, and
Billy Eaton, a feller {'m Tezas, was both
ugly customers for ."¥ man to run up
against, ‘thouten e Lad
full cocked.

“I reckon the game was as straight as
any that was ever played, for there wa'n't
none o' the three 'd ha' dast to
crooked trick on either o' the others, 'thoute )
he was doin' it for a fight, all on 'em knowin'
that the othera was as clever as he was
"".ri“’“ as ready to #hoot.

*They waa playin' a heavy game, though,
for they was all well fixed, au' any one on
‘e stood to lose eight or ten thousand
afore goin' broke. T m{ had chips ou the
table for small money, but each man had
a roll o' big bills in front of him. an’' the
bettin' was well up in the hundreds when-
ever there was more'n one good hand out.

“Luck run against Simmons for the nrst
hour or so, an' it were easy to see that he
were gettin’' ugly, not that he said any-
thing, for they didn't none on 'em do no
u\lk{n' to apeak of, but his eyes looked
wickeder'n usual, an’ his jaw was sot like
a steel lrng. He were plavin' monstrous
cautious, though, an' hadn’t lost more'n
three or four thousand when he seen, or
thought he eeen a chanst o' gettin' back
a good part of it.

t were Masters' deal an’ a jack pot,
with 830 in it. Simmons had first say an'
he p neditfi thesize f t. Eatonc m»in
a1 slastere raised it thiry, Eviden:ly that
we-e just what Simmons was lookin' for, for
he ufmd it £f y more, an’ then Eaton took
a whack at it

*I reckon he hadn't raited on the first
round, for fear o' wcarin’ Masters out, hut
senin’' how things laid, he raised Simmons
ffy Then Mastars histed it a hundred,
an’ Simmons made it a hundred more,
so Eaton, havin' a small straight, kind o'
hauled in his horns, an’' just trailed.

“He tralled a couple o' times mora while
Simmons an' Masters was a boostin' each
other a hundred at a clip, but seaing he
were out of his depth he folded on the third
raise, an' the others kep' on till they had
two thousand apiece in the pot.

“Then Simmons just made good an' when
Masters ast him how many cards he wanted
he said he reckoned he'd play what he had
80 Masters, he stood pat, too, both on 'am
having fours, an' both reckonin’ on foolin'
the other.

*1t hein' Simmons's bet he put a thousand
dclla < in the pot, an' Masters says:

* ‘I'll see your thousand an' bet you as
much more as you've got.’

*1 atood near Simmons, an' I e'd hear a
wort o' click that T thought firat was the
click of a gun, but I eeen he had both hands
on the table, so I reckonad it must ha' been
his jaws. Anyway they was clinched
when he answored, an' he spoke through
his teath, sayin',

* ‘Make your bet.'

*Well, o' coun Masaters couldn't make
him tell the siz4 of his pile aforehand, so
he shoved his own pile forward, him havin’'
considerable more in sight than Simmons.

* ‘Well, how much is thagd' says Simmons,
an' Masters had to stop an' count it. It
took a minute or 8o, an' when he was done,
he savs:

“ ‘There's six‘'y-fiva hundred an' forty
dc ll.'{hm. - o

* I'hen Bimmona an to unbutton his
clothes, there bein' no women 'rcund, an’
raachin’ his money balt he pulled out a wad
o' biz bills as big ar yur fist.

“1 ene that, he saws, countin' out the
money, 'an' go you ten thousand more *

“That wae puttin' the boot on the other
ok, for all "t Maaters o'd dig ap was sbuul
tw«m{-ﬂvc‘ hundred, but he wera game an’
he called for a show for his pile. An' on
the show down he flashed four kings again. t
Simvvlmhm';:our tens.

*Well, there wa'n't no disputin the cards
but I moved away a liulo.pldnd o' lookin'
for a Murplnm. ‘speciallv as 1 heer'd
that eclick o' Simmons's iaws again, but
he didn't say nothin' an' 'twould ha' been
a good ghinu for a young feller that stood
by if he'd showed the same songse,

*But he wa'n't hardly more’'n a boy,
though be were a big, hueky chap tha
were travellin', so I heer'd, f'm somewheres
up North, an I reckon he didn't know the
customs o' the river, for he spoke right
out in a ood-patured, fool way, savin'

“‘Well, that was the most extraordinary
play I ever saw '

“There was two or three other men stand-

get out an' never have nothin' more to do |

You couldn't |

ware a dandy, like most o' the top-notch |
river gamblers was them days, an’ wore as |

his old man made him take another name |

‘emn did, that was more like a woman's |
But you didn't want to make |

wildcats, with about as much pity in him |

stood there Ao hﬁdﬁebl‘ml:d'.}h'.t
t an )

. dk'r "klr.d o' 'stonished,
was, an’ Bimmons turncd
'rouad t> him.

“‘Ana what did you find remarkable in

the play, sir,’ he sald as polite as if he'd
been askin' the st to have a drink.
“‘Why,' says the ‘l don't see why

f Y, ]
you didn't drew a card. You could have'——
*He never finished that sentence, for as
quick as a flash Bimmons grabbed a glass
half full o' whiskey that stood on the table,
?n’ threw the liquor equare in the boy's

(TN

““That's what we do with fools down this
way when lhﬂ‘ criticise a gentlemar's
pisy at pokar,’ he rays, just as cool as b -
or’, bt net en nolite

*Waell, the boy was good grit, even if
he was a fool, an’ he jumped at Simmons
an' the next minute they was rollin' on
the floor. 1 seen Simmons pull his kuife
as they went down, (n' [ reckoned to ree
the mhoi:‘:ellc;r killed, vut that wa'n't Slm-
mons's a, it ap)

*They nruggl«' for a little bit. It
didn't seem ten seconds, an' then the boy

ellad, an’ Simmons jumped up, laughing.

e had cut both the boy’s ears an' his nose
plumb off.

“You'd ha' thought Simmons'd ha' been
Iynched, but there wa'n't ncbody in the
saloon that felt like tacklin’ him, spectally
as he still had the knife in his hand an’
was wipin' it, careful, on his handkerchief.

*The boat was just tyin' up at the Vicks-
burg levee, an' we took the boy ashore
an' put him in the hospital. Bimmons
went ashore, too, an' the cap'n was glad
enough to get rid of him; so0 he didn't do
nothin' but tell the Chief o' Police all about
it, an' the boat went ¢n, as usual, up the
rver,

*I don't know what the police might
ha' done about it when the young feller
got well enough to get out, but he didn't
wait to get well. ‘Pears he got up that
game night, al!l bandaged up as he was
an' got out on the street somehow &an
founu Simmons in the hotel where he was
stoppin', an' killed him dead in the
room

REYNARD NOT SO SLY.

An G!d Runter Thinks the Red Fox's Cune
ning Has Been Exaggerated.

OREINGTON, Me., Feb. 21.—~“When the
Lord changed the color of a fox's fur from
red to black or gray,” said Jason Norton,
the aged fox hunter of Penobscot Valley,
“he gave the favored animals new skill in
self-protoction and fitted them out with
brains of larger capacity.

*I have huntad foxes for more than forty
years and I bave killed more than a thou-
«and. Of this number seventy-five or
e‘gity were cross foxes, whose pelts are
worth from $40 to $75 to-day, fourteen were
black foxes and eight were silver grays.

“If a red fox was half as cunning as they
may he is, he would pevyr be shot ahead of
the dogs. Bo long as there is plenty of
room for a fox to run in and the room i8 in
a direct lina, e can distance the beet dog
living at ti.e quarter post and get so far
away in Lalf a day that the hunters could
not soe him again for a week

“But a 1«d fox hasn't learned that a
straight line is the shortest distance be-
tween two points, which shows that he has
never studied geometry. As soon as he
hears a dog yipping behind him he sits down
and studies a bit 1o make sure if he is the
fox that is picked for the chase.

*If be finds out that the dogs are after
another fox, the chances are that he will be
envious and will spend a lot of time in cut-
ting across his rival's trail and trying to cou-
fuse the dogs.

“No sooner is a red fox sure that he 18 re-
lected for the hunt than he Joses all caution

" and devotes hia energies to having fun with

Mis gun in his hand |

turn a |

the dogs. He. climvs up the trunks of
leaning trees for the sake of leaping off
into distant snowdrifts, he teeters along
the top of rail fences and sneaks down the
channels of running brooks, hoping that
the water will kill the soent.

“After being funny for a time, he will
sit down on a sunny knoll and listen and
laugh to himself to hear the dogs swear
about himn. He will do these tricks until
th: dogs are tired and mad clear through,
a « then he will begin to run in a circle
s0 he can keep the dogs withia earshot
all the time.

“And this is what finishes him up, for as

! soon as the hunters learn that he is moving

in a curve, they calculate the diameter of
his circuit, cut across to head him off, and
the next time he comes around emiling
at the joke he is playing on the dogs, he is
met in the face with a charge of double B
shot and he never laughs again.

“No one ever knew a black fox or a silver
gray to be guilty of such folly. As soon
as a fox with a costly overcoat on his back
hears the dogs bellowing behind him he
sniffs arcund a bit to learn the direction
of the wind and is off to windward at the
rate of thirty miles an hour.

“As he keeps his nose to the wind all the
time, he can smell out any danger that may
be ahead of him, and so long as he keeps
running he is sure that nothing can over-
take him from behind. If the t‘ﬁ).n happen
to be of the long-legfﬁd kind, such as I!u-y
use in England, the fox has to stir his fest
pretty lively for a few hours, but when
the dogs grow tired, he settles down to an
easy lope of twelve or fifleen miles an
hour and does not stop until he is 100 miles
awav.

“Meantime the dogs drop out as they grow
tired and go wandering about in the woods
trying to make a shorteut for home. They
haul up at farm houses along the way to
rest, and the last one is not captured and
hrought home for a week. By this time
the fox will have returned to his old feed-
ing grounds and had a nice long rest, so
he will be ready for another run.

“It is mv candid belef that if all the
foxes in Maine were put together so we
conld look them over, the blacks and silver
gray* comhined would equal the number
of reds. They are gaining in numbers
every vear too. The reason w'y we do not
shoot them i because they are wiser and
less humorous than their red couxins.®

“GUILTY ™

Poem Written by a Letter Carrler Cone
vioted of Stealing.

Fdward Bromberger, a lotter carrier who
was conviotad of taking money from let-
ters and is now awaiting the result of an
appeal, has spent most of his time sinee his
conviction in writing songs and poetry
hearing on his case. His lat est composition
is entitled “Guiltv?" and reads as follows:

“Gullty!™  The verdict Is spoken
_In solemn aceents and low:
“Guilyy! Anotuer heart's broken,

One more homne plunged Into woe,
.\“.r(\w-r. H'u' Ieu\\"m"u ing, slowly

omes fram ihe foreman that word.

Then & loud ery from a wife umuiur: by

Over the eourt roon Is beard.

“Guilty!™ The ligchts burning dinly,

G Barely suMoee for the lloon{ g

Gul l{'" His Honor st s grimly,

o Jlustied are all sounus o the room,
Pris'ner remanded for zentevce'”

- Mars ials obey the decree

Valn are the tears, lone. Jong are (he years
Erc again will e know that ke's (ree,

Heck to the dungeon he's taken,
Rack to hls ol prison cell

nrn from the shock 0 awaken,
 Theres on the future to dwoll

Yea, for a deed ne'er commitied,
Patiently hiding the time

That will reveal what others conceal
Who will aceuse lum of crime?®

"Gulity'™ A martyr (o others,
Walking, Ia freedom, the streets,
Leaving his sisiers and broers,
His ‘ot one of hitters, pot swoets
His are the days lorg and drear,
Thinking of calldren and wife,
Prayine all nignai for Justice and 1M ght,
Praying for strengih aed for {e

Life that desplie of 2l troulies
Grawing on vitals and mind,

Is but a trausient bubbie,
Bursting at each breatn of wond

Stll 't has charms, S0, with patience,
Yearns for the coniiog of day

Whea his good pame (s clearod of a!! blame
And Lrings the real culpind W bay,

JoE JOLLY BOY'S TRIP
TO JOLLY LAND

In Which He Tells of a Whale and
a Mermaid That He Met While
Sailing A'one at Sea.

As the wind was off shore and 1 had
eolectod a faet sailing boat, I wos soon
soa, and had 1 Yeen mised ard turenit
made the dark ess was too groat for v
o1 e to have spivd me. I was rot at all
afraid, for T was wed to tho sca, ard rot
at all lo: osome, bocause 1 was scttiz g out
on a wondorful voyage

1 truly and hor.ostly bellevod o ery woia
the goldior had said ebout Joliy Lard ard
te queer people, ond, of course, Loxreeted
to mect with mary advertures ard have
thir g« to tell upon my rotun If arv a1 @
had been with me that tight ke would
have heard mo laugh more than orce as
I thought of the icland where overything
was upside down.

1 did not sleep at all during the night,
as I warted to give the beat all my ¢
and be as fer away as [ could whon morr i g
came. Davlight ceme bofere T oxpoeted
it, and as I stood up ard locked around
1 could not fee a rail except at a great
distar.ce .

This was woll for me, for had arv ship
come clore to mo the captein would have
ineigtod on my comir g aboard

I ato my broakfast ard whistled and
sang and lavghed, and tho boat eailed on
at a good pace for four or five hours,  Then
the wind diod away and I was left be-
calmoed.

Thinking T might catch a nap beforw
the broeze como again, I lay down in the
botiom of the boat ard elctod my eyes.
I did sleep for a couploe of hours, ard my
awakoenirg was anything but pleasant,

The: first thir g I k1 ew tho boat was being
lifted out of the water ard jostlod about
in the strangest moryor, ard whoen Ileapod
to my feot it was to find that a whale had
come under my crafit and bounced her
about ui til it was almost & miracle she waa
net upsot

The boat and the whale rested on the
water side by eide, and although I had
a narrow escape from being thrown into
the #ea and drowned, and was «till in peril
I had to indulge in a hearty laufb.

By and by the whale began lashing the
water with Lis tail, and the waves he kicked
up wera likely to swamp my boat, but [
could no ncthing but hang on and hope
for the hest,

When 1 was about ready to give up in
du-{»mr the monster suddenly sank out of
sight, and in a little time the <ca grew quint
agnin. [ was very thaukful, as you must
understand, and had some of vou been in
my place I think vou would have turned
back and made the hest of vour way home.

The calm contirued, and when the sun
went down he wae like a great ball of go'1.
1 had finished my supper, and was so tly
singing to myself as darknese camo down,
when all of a sudden anothier voice reached
my ears.

1t was that of a woman, and she seemed
to be humming a tune. There was no
ship in sight, and the shore was at least
fifty miles awav, and I was both puzzled
and alarmed. 1 had been looking about
me for fully five minutes when T made onut
the head and shoulders of a woman who
was clinging to the stern of my boat.

She had a fair face, long hair aud a string
of pearls around her neck, and T ok notico
how white hor teeth were,

1 was a Lit afraid for a moment, but then
1 rememYberad hoaring the fisherman talk
of mermaids, and | felt sure that this must
be one. I beckoned to her and called hor
*myv dear” and said thit I was lonesome
for company, but she shook her head and
smiled.

Then I began softly creeping aft, think-
ing to make a sudden grab and capture
her, but she suspected my intentions and
swam away from the boat and bummed a
merry air and smiled archily,

*I have haard of mermaids,” [ said o
her. *“You live in a coral cave at ths bot-
tom of the sea and must m=et with many
wonderful sights.

“*Won't you come and talk with ma? Do
not fear that I will hurt you. Whaa I go
home I should like to tell tha fishermen
and others that 1 have not only seen, but
talked with a real marmail *

1t was no use, however. Boy that I was,
she was afraid of me, and whila T was sap2ak-
ing to her gha suddenly sank away int> the
sea and I did not get another sight of her,
although it was a long two hours befors
the wind came and I resumead my voyaga.

This mermaid lived 8o far from the shors
that probably ghe had never seen a humain
being before and she was, therefore, afraid
of me,

These were two pretty fair adventuras
for one day, but I was (o have a atill more
stirring one on the morrow, and if you
read the next chapter I think you will he
interested in what came to me and how X
got out of it.

(To be continued.)

CRACKERS FOR SQUIRRELS.

Snow Makes the Gray Fellows In Prospeet
Park Unusually Tame.

The tame squirrels in Pros pect Park in
Brooklyn had a great time in the snow last
week. The red fellows who live in and
about the Quaker cemetery have retained
the providant habits of their kind and stors
up for winter use the nute and acorns that
litter the ground in the fall, but the big gray
ones that malke their homes in the trees
about the long meadow are so acoustomoed
to finding plinty of crumbs rcattered by
the children at luncheon thereabouts that
they lLave forgorten the instinet of thor
trib: and never lay in a supply of food for
the days when the children sty away
from the park  They are so tame ordie
narily that they will frisk about within a
few yards of visitors, their hig, bushy tai's
hung over their backs, picking up pieces of
food which they carry away or eat roab
where they find them.

The snow of last week kept the children
away, and the gray squirrels looked in vam
for their usuul supply of food. Hunger
made them bold and tley followed anx-
fously and &t a short distaneo pedestrians
who used the walk that borders the »oadow.
One big fellow was the baldest of them ik
and Le fared the best on the second day of
the snow

A number of voung women hav: h»
accustomed to feed the gray squrr
through the winter, tanaing on the wu
and throwmg morsels of food 10 the frs
animuls.  Last  Wedneaday onn vour
woiman stood there and threw ovstor crack
ers to the squirr s

Each would grap a eracker and »
off 10 a troe and ear his prize. The bigees
of them all seemed to be getting Tosc thant
due proportion, sither beoauss b was
ald 1o compwete or was less nmoit
his 1 llows,  But ke cama gradual
to the Young womah anag ot e
haunches within a yord of wher
up&_--,n utly beggiug for eon o lung

ne young woman stooprad veoro s v
ana emtondod Lislid wai 4 $
it Tue Lig squirrel hesitacd
avd then approached the cpooner 8 o
his paws obd, probatiy bolae t -
to wa't antil be eould weamp oy Y -
o8 iree, sgquatted r"n"‘- re ) va 1
nibhled the cracker nntid it var o '
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Then he lonked tor more ! b
crackers fron the v ; n i
before bo had enoug) 1 W
of his tail he shet awny, chaitetrr g 4
waitirg compnndons a U
troe

e ey heve tricd to v 4t 1 L]
W= o gunger, g e 3 -
thev eithe r did net te L
tave the courage of r
they chaed 10 posneod i
men's of their friova i
to throw whyt E

walch vould ouiue uow ek

ay




